"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

anywhere In England outside your private chapel he
is hanged for it. My great grandmother was a Catholic
queen: rather than let her succeed to the throne they
chopped her head off. My father was a Protestant
king: they chopped his head off for trying to govern
them and asking the Midlands to pay for the navy.
While the Portuguese were fighting the Spaniards the
English were fighting oneanother. You can do noth-
ing with the English. How often have I told you that
I am no real king: that the utmost I can do is to keep
my crown on my head and my head on my shoulders.
How often have you asked me to do some big thing
like joining your Church, or some little thing like
pardoning a priest or a Quaker condemned to some
cruel punishment! And you have found that outside
the court, where my smiles and my frowns count for
everything, I have no power. The perjured scoun-
drel, Titus Gates, steeped in unmentionable vices, is
lodged in my palace with a pension. If I could have
my way he would be lodged on the gallows. There is
a preacher named Bunyan who has written a book
about the Christian life that is being read, they tell
me, all the world over; and I could not release him
from Bedford Gaol, where he rotted for years. The
world will remember Gates and Bunyan; and I shall
be The Merry Monarch. No: give me English birds
and English trees, English dogs and Irish horses,
English rivers and English ships; but English men!
No, NO, NO.

CATHERINE. And Englishwomen?

CHARLES. Ah! there you have me, beloved. One
cannot do without women: at least I cannot. But
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